



7 be mo [l lamentable Tr Age die 

Reft on my word.andlet not difcontent 
Daunt all yourhopes:Madamehe comforts you, 

Can Soakcyou greater thenthaQueencof Gothesi 
L amnia you are not difpleafd with this. 

Lampia. Natlmy Lord,fith true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefc words in princely curtefie. \ 

Satur. Thankes fweete Ultima , Romansletvs goc, 
Raunfomlcs heere wefet our prifoners free, 

Pkoclaime our honours Lords with trunape and Drum. 
Bafsianus. Lord T tins by your leaue, this maid is mine, j 
Titus. How fir, are you incarneft then my Lord? 
Bafsia. I noble Titus , and refolu’d withall. 

To doemyfelfethisreafonandthis right. 

Marcus. Sunns euiauam is our Romanciufb'cCj 
This Prince in iilftice ccazeth but his owne. 

Lucittt . And that he will and fhall.if Lucius line. 

Titus. Tray tors auaunt, where is the Eroperours gardf 
Treafon roy Lord, Laumiait furprifde, 

Satur. Surprifde, by whotne } 

Bafsia. By himthatiuftlymay 
Beare his betrothd.from all the world away. 

nJMutiut. Brothers helpc to conuey her hence away, 
And with my fword Ilekeepethisdoorefafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and llefoone bring her back. 
Mutius. My Lora you paffe not heere. 

Titus . What villaine boy, barft me my way in Rome} 
Mutius Helpe Lucius helpc. He kith him. 

Lucius, My Lord you are vniuft, and mare then fo, 

In wrongfull quarrcil youhaue flaineyour fonne* 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any foanes of mine. 

My Tonnes would neuer fo dishonour me. 

Travtor reftore Lausma to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead ifyou will but not to be his wife, 

That is anothets lawful! promiftloue. 

' ■" inter 


of Titus Anfoonicus] 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T, amor a and. her two 
fonnes* and Aron the Moors. 

Emperour, No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 

He truft by leifure him that mocks me once, 

Thceneuer, nor thy trayterous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to difhonour roe. 

Was none in Rometo make aftale 

But Saturnine? Full well Andronicut 

Agree thefe deeds, with thatproudbraggcefthinc. 

That faidft I begd the Empire at thy hands. 

Titus. Omon(lrous,what reprochfall words a re thefe? 

* Satur. But goe thy way es, goc giue that changing peece, 
To him that flourilht for her with his fword : 

A valiant fonne in law thou fihalt enioy, 

One, fit to bandy with thy la wlefle fonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe wordsare razors to my wounded hart. 

Satur Andthereforclouely ThrwsrvjQueeoeofGothes,. 
That like the (lately Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Dofl ouerfhine the gallant’d Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe chee Tamora for roy Bride, 

And will create thee Eroperefle of Rome. 

Speak e QuceneofGothes doft thou applaud my choyfe? 
And heerelfweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Pried and holy water are foneere. 

And tapersburnefo bright, and euery thing 
In readinesfor Hymeneus (land, 

I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or climeroy Pallace,til from forth this place, 

I leadcfpoufdemy Bride along with me. 

Tamora. And heere in fight of heauen to Rome I fwearc, 
It S atumine aduance the Qucene of Gothes, 
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